PATCHWORK                                           "A
silk handkerchiefs. Will you be a dear and lend me
one?"
Mrs. Civil Surgeon looked very like a tiger under
her yellow hair, irrepressible even beneath a topee.
The Civil Surgeon took out a clean folded white
silk handkerchief and shook it out from one corner
before handing it to Mrs. M------.
"One can always rely onjou" she said, taking
the handkerchief. "You'll take your party up the
right bank. John and I shall take the first station
on the left bank. I expect we shall be moving off
soon."
The dispositions were even as Mrs. M------had
said.
The left-bank party moved off first, climbing
slowly out of the swampy ground and being quickly
lost in the thick jungle.
Mr. and Mrs. M------led the way, having farthest
go, right up toward the head of the nullah on
bank,
minutes later our party moved off to the
right, and Colonel C------and Mrs. C------took me
-with them, keeping low in the short undergrowth
and rising to our station only when, in half an hour,
we -were directly under it.
Mrs.  C------ leaned against a tree.   The Civil
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